as the soldiers handcuffed them one to the other. Then
they were marched down a corridor. Only I was left,
and there I always stood watching them go, knowing
where they went. I imagined them always, every day,
crowding down the corridor, feeling the air suddenly fresh
/>n their faces as I had not felt it in many days. But it
was still dark. In the darkness hands they could not see
would push them, jostling them against a hard wall.
There would be a shout, a noise, a flash before their eyes.
They would fall, huddled.
*An English sentence kept springing out of my brain.
"I wandered lonely as a cloud------"   I longed to cry out
to them, to tell them something. But no one even knew
what became of them. Day after day I died with them,
forgotten, until you came one day with the new ones, and
with you I was found.'
I-wan, reading these pages far into the night, over and
over again, could not burn them. These things En-Ian
had put down were a precious record. He folded the
pages and put them away in his drawer, underneath some
old books which his grandfather had given him and which
he never read. But he could never put away what he had
read. En-Ian had given him a part of himself. What
could he give in return? He lay awake thinking what he
could give to En-Ian, and he could think of nothing worthy
in return, except his own blood, sworn to brotherhood.
When he saw En-Ian the next day he did not speak of
what he had read. He saw En-Ian was now shy, having
told him much. So without speaking of it he asked him,
Will you be my blood brother?'
At tins the shyness went out of En-lan's look, and he
answered, 'Yes, I will.'
Then they went to En-lan's room and after the old rite
of blood brotherhood, they drew blood from their arms